BROTHERS, AND A SERMON.
was a village built in a green rent, z^ff Between two cliffs that skirt the dangerous
bay"
A reef of level rock runs out to sea, And you may lie on it and look sheer down, Just where the * Grace of Sunderland' was lost, And see the elastic banners of the dulse Rock softly, and the orange star-fish creep Across the laveiy and the mackerel shoot Over and under it, like silver boats Turning at will and plying under water.
There on that reef we lay upon our breasts,
My brother and I, and half the village lads,
For an old fisherman had called to us
With *Sirs, the syle be come.'   'And what are they?'
My brother said.    c Good lack !' the old man cried,
And shook his head ; ' to think you gentlefolk